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to understand, being once overcome by these poems, continues to inhabit -with the ill things that dwell there, he forgets Poe's own gospel of the ends of art, and perceives not the meaning of the irony that made the worshiper of beauty the poet of the outcast soul. If it be the office of poetry to intimate the divine, it must be confessed these works of Poe intimate the infernal ; they are variations struck on the chord of evil that vibrates in all life, throbs of the heart of pain, echoes of ruin that float up from the deep -within the deep, the legend and pffian and ritual of hopeless death; they belong to the confusions of a superstitious mind, the feebleness of an unmanned spirit, the misery of au impotent will. Profound in knowledge of the obscure sources of feeling; almost magical in the subtlety of their art; hold, clear, and novel in imagination; ideal, absolutely original, married to music of the most alluring charm, these poems fulfill all conditions of Poe's standard save one, and that the supreme one. They deserve their fame ; but, seeing the gifts of genius involved in their creation, one turns from the literary result, and scans moi-e narrowly the life in •which they were involved.
At this time Poe first began to frequent, sometimes in company witli his invalid wife, but more often alone, the receptions at which the litterateurs of the metropolis, particularly the ladies, used to meet. These gatherings took place commonly at Dr. Orville Dewey's, the eloquent preacher; or at ule-
